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CHAPTER XVI—Continued.,
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*“He shall have n military funeral,”
Rleardo promised,

“From the eathedral,” Wehster add-
el. "“And take a pleture of it for
his people. He told me about them.
I want them to think he amounted to
something, after all. And when you
Eet this two-by-four republle of yours
going ugain, Rick, you might have
your congress award Don Juan a
thousand dollars oro for capturing Sar-
ros. Then we can send the money to
his old folks."

“Hut he didn't
Rieardo protested.
when the guards
through.”

“He didn’t. That was a ruse while
he beat it out the gnte where you
found me, T saw Don Juan knock him
cold with the butt of his rifle after
I'd brought down his horse.”

“I'o you think he's there yet?

“He may be—provided all this didn't
happen the day before yesterday. If
1 wanted him, I'd go down and look
for him, Rick."™

“I'l go right away, Jack™

“One minute, then. Send a man
around to that little back street where
they have the wounded—It's a couple
of blocks away from here—to tell
Mother Jenke and the young lady
with her I'll not be back"

“They're both outside now. They
must have gone looking for you, be-
cuuse they found you and Don Juan
first and then told me about IL™

“Who told you?"

“Mother Jenks™

“Ohl Well, run aiong and ger your
man."”

Ricardo departed on the run, tak-
ing the sentry at the door with him
and in his haste giving no thought
to Mother Jenks and her companion
walting for the doctor's verdict. In
the palace grounds he gathered two
more men and bade them follow him;
leading by twenty yards, he emerged
at the gate and paused to look around
bim.

Some hundred feet down the street
from the palace gate Sarros’ bay
chorger lay dead. When Webster's
bullet brought the poor beast down,
hie rider had fallen clear of him, only
to fall n victim to the feroclity of Don
Juan Cafetero, Later, as Sarros Iny
stunned and bleeding beslde his mount,
the stricken animal In Its death-strug-
gle had half risen, only to fall again,
this time on the extended left leg of
Rkis late master; consequently when
marros recoversd consclousness follow-
ing the thoughtful attentlons of his
mssallant, It was to dlscover himself o
hopeless prisoner. The heavy carcass
of his horse pinned his foot and part
of his leg to the ground, rendering
him as helpless and despernte ns a
trapped animal,

For several minutes now he had
besn striving frantleally to release
himself; with his sound right leg
pressed ngalnst the animal's back-
bone he trled to gailn sufficlent pur-
chase to withdraw his left leg from
the carcass,

As Ricordo caught sight of Sarros
he instinctively realized that this was
kis mortal enemy; motioning his men
to stand hack, he approached the
struggling man on tiptoe and thought-
fully posscssed himself of the dicta-
tor's p!stol, which lay in back of him,
but not out of reach. Just as he did
80, Sarros, apparently convineed of the
futllity of his efforts to free himself,
surrendered to fate and commenced
rather pitifully to weep with rage
and despulr,

Ricardo watched him for a few sec-
onds, for there was just sufficlent of
the blood of his Castlllan ancestors
stlll In his velns to render this sorry
gpectacie rather an enjoyable ope to
him. Desldes, he was 060 per cent
Iberlan, a race which can hate quite
as thoroughly as it can love, and
for a time Rieardo even nourished the
thought of stll farther lndulging his
thirst for revenge by pretending to
ald Surros In his escape! Presently,
however, he put the ungenerous
thought from him; selzing the dead
horse by the tall, he dragged the car-
cass off his enemy's leg, and while
Barros sat up, tallor-fashion, and com-
wenced to rub the eirculation back
into the brulsed member, Ricardo
sented bimself on the rump of the
dead bhorse and appralsed his prisoner
ceritically.

Sarros glanced up, remembered his
manners and very heartlly and grace
fully thanked his deliverer.

“It Is mot a matter for which thanks
are due me, Sarros” Rleardo replied
eoldly. “1 am Ricardo Lulz Ruey,
and ! have come back to Sobrante to
pay my father's debt to you. You
will remember having forced the obll-
gation upen me In the cemetery some
fteen venrs ago”

For pertinps ten horrified seconds
Marros stared at Ricurdo: then the
Bark blood In him enme 1o his defense
Lite pose relaxed; the fright
- ‘et Bla swarthy counte
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sponge, leaving him as calmly stoleal
and Indifferent as a cigarstore Indian,
He fumbled In his eoat pocket for a
gold clgarette case, selected a clgo-
rette, lighted It and blew smoke at
Ricardo. The Jlg was up; he knew
it; and with admirable nonchalnnce
he decllned to lower his presidentini
dignity by discussing or consldering it.
He reallzed It would delight his cap-
tor to know he dreaded to face the
issue, and It was not n Sarros practice
to glve ald and comfort to the enemy.

“Spunky devil!” Ricardo reflected,
forced to admiration desplite himself,
Aloud he sald: *Yon know the code
of our people, Sarros. An eye for
an eyve and a tooth for a tooth.”

Sarros bowed. "I am at your serv-
tce,” he replief carelessly,

“Then at daylight tomorrow morn-
ing I shall make settlement.,” Ricardo
heckoned his men to approach. “Take
this man and conflne him under a
double guard In the arsenal,” he or-
dered., “Present my compliments to
the officer In charge there and tell
him It I8 my wish that a priest be
provided for the prisoner tonight, and
that tomorrow morning, at slx o'clock,
a detall of slx men and a sergeant
escort this man to the cemetery In
the rear of the Catedral de la Crus.
I will meet the detall there and take
command of 1t."

Two of Rlcardo's Imported fighting
men stepped to the prisoner's side,
selzed him, one by each arm, and 1ift.
1 him ¢o his feet; supported be-
tween them, he llmped away to his
doom, while hf youthful conqueror
remalned seated on the dead horse,
his guze bent upon the ground, his
mind dwelllng, not upon his triumph
over Sarros but upon the prodigious
proportions of the task before him;
the rehabllitation of a natlon. After
a while he rose and strolled over to-
ward the gnte, where he paused to
note the grim evidences of the final
stand of Webster and Don Juan Cafe-
tero before passing through the por-
tal,

Ricardo had now, for the first time,
an opportunity to look around him;
50 he halted to reallze his home-com-
ing, to thrill with this, the first real
view of the home of his beyhood, The
spaclous lawn surrounding the palace
had been plowed and searred with
bursting shrapnel from the fleld guns
captured In the arsenal, although the
bullding itself had been little damaged,
not having susiained a direct hit be
cause of Ricardo's stringent orders
not to use artillery on the palace un-
less absolutely necessary to smoke
Sarros out. Scattered over the grounds
Ricardo counted some twenty-odd
government soldlers, all wearing thet
pathetleally flat, erumpled sppearance
which seems Inseparable from the
bodles of men killed In actiop. The
first shrapnel had probably com-
menced to drop In the grounds just as
a portion of the palace garrison had
been marching out to join the troops
fighting at the cantonment barracks
Evidently the men had scattered llke
quall, only to be kflled as they ran,

From this grim scene Ricardo ralgsed
his eyes to the palace, the castellated
towers of which, looming through the
tufted palma, were reflecting the set-
ting sun, Over the balustrade of one
of the upper balconles the llmp body
of a Sarros sharpshooter, picked off
from the street, drooped grotesquely,
his wrms banging downward as If in
Iromieal welcome to the son of Ruey
the Beloved. The sight Induced in
Ricardo a sense of profonnd sadness;
his Irish Imagination awoke: to him
that mute figure seemed to call npon
him for pity, for kindness, for for-
bearunce, for understandin® and sym-
pathy. Those outflung arms of the
mariyred peon symbolized to Rleardo
Ruey the spirit of lberty, shackled
and helpless, ealling upon him for de-
liverance; thee brought to his alert
mind a clearer reallzation of the duty
that was hls than he had ever had be-
fore. He had a great task to perform,
o task Inangurated by his father, and
which Rlcardo could not hope to fin-
ish In his lifetime. He must solve
the agrarian problem: he must de-
velop the rich natural resources of his
country; he must provide free, com-
pulsory education and evolve from
the ignorance of the peon an Intelll-
gence that would bulld up that which
Sobrante, In ecommon with her slster
republics, so wickedly lacked—the
great middle class that stands always
68 A buffer hetween the aggression
and selfishness of the upper class and
the helplessness and childisnness of
the lower,

Ricardo bowed his hend, “Help me,
O Lord,” he preyed, “Thou hast given
me in Thy wisdom a man's task. Help
me that I may not prove unworthy."
L] L - - L] - - L]

Mother Jeaks, grown lmpatient at the
luck of news concerning Webster, left
Dolores to her grief ‘n the room across
the hall and seught the open alr, for
of lnte she had been experiencing with
recurring frequency a slight feellng of
suffocution, She sat down on the bhroad
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[mntto atepa, helped herself te a

| much-needed “braeer” from her brandy
| flagk and was gazlng pensively at the
scene around her when Ricardo enme
up the atalrs,

“'Ello " Mother Jenks saluted him
"We're 'ave youn been, Mr. Bowers?”

“1 have just returncd from capturing
Sarros, Mrs. Jenks. He 18 on hig way
to the arsennl under guard."

“Qor' strike me pink!"™ the old Indy
cried. "'Ave I lived to see this day!"”
Her face was wreathed In a happy
smile. *I wonder 'ow the beggnr feels
to ‘ave the shoe on the other foot, ph—

the ‘eartless ‘ound; TI'm ‘opin' this
General Ruey will ‘ave the blighter
shot,"

“You need have no worry on that
score, Mrs. Jenks, I'in General Ruey.
Andrew Bowers was Just my samimer
name, as it were"

“Angels guard me! Wot the bloom-
In' ‘ell surprige won't we 'ave next.
Wot branch o' the Ruey tribe do you
belong to? Are you a nephew o' him
that was president before SBarros shot
'm? Antonlo Ruey, who was ‘arf
brother to the president, 'ad a son ‘e
culled Ricardo. Are you 'lin, might 1
arsk 1

“l am the mon of Ricardo the Be
loved,” he answered proudly.

“Not the lad as was away at school
when 'Is father was hexecuted "

“I am that same lad, Mrs, Jenks
And who are you? You seem to know
n deal of my famlily history.”

“L" the old publlean replled with
equal pride, “am Mrs. Col. 'Enery
Jenks, who was yonr father's chief of
hartillery an' 'ad the bextreme honor
o' dyin’ In front of the same wall with
'Im. By the w'y, 'ow's Mr. Websater?"”
she added, suddenly remembering the
subject closest to her heart just then.

“His wounds are trifiing. He'll live,
Mrs. Jenks.”

“Well, that's better than gettin'
poked In the eye with n sharp stick”
the old dame declded philosophically.

“Do you remember my little sister,
Mra, Jenks?" Ricardo contlnued. “She
was In the palace when Sarros at-
tacked it ; she perished there."

“I belleve I 'ave got a slight recol-
lection o' the nipper, sir,” Mother
Jenks nnswered cautiously, Te herself
she sald: "I s'y, 'Enrfdtta, 'ere's a
pretty go. 'B don't know the lamb ls
livin' an’ In the next room! My word,
wot a rlot w'en 'e meets 'er ("

“I will see you agaln, Mrs, Jenks, |
must have a long talk with you,” Rl
cardo told her, and passed an Into the
palace; whereupon Mother Jenks once
more fervently fmplored the Almighty

“l Am General Rgey."”

to strikg her pink, and the iron re-
straint of a long, hard, exclting day be-
Ing relaxed at last, the good soul
bowed her gray head in her arms and
wept, moving her body from side to
slde the while and demanding, of ne
one In particular, n single legitimate
renson why she, a blooming old bag-
gage and not fit to live, should be the
reciplent of such manifold blesslngs
a8 this day had drought forth.

In the meantime Rienrdo, with his
hand on the knob of the door leading
to the room where Webster was having
his wounds dressed, paused suddenly,
his attention caught by the sound of a
sob, long-drawn and lnexpressibly pa-
thetfe. He listened nnd made up his
mind that a womnn In the room aeross
the entrance hall was hl-wullmg the
denth of a loved one who answered to
the name of Caliph and John, darling.
Further eavesdropplng convineed him
that Caliph, John, darllng, and Mr.
John Stuart Webster were one and the
same person, and so he tiited his head
on one slde ke a cock robln and cen-
sidered.

“By Jingo, that's most Interesting,"
he decided. “The wounded here has
a aweetheart or a wife—and an Amer.
lean, too. 8he must be a recent ae-
quisition, because nll the time we were
together on the steamer coming down
here he never spoke of elther, deaplite
the fact that we got friendly enough
for such cenfidences. Something fun-
ny ahout this, I'd better sound the old
boy before I start pussing out words
of comfort to that unhappy female.”

He passed on Into the room. Jehn
Stuart Webster had, by this time, been
washed and bandaged, and one of the
Sarros servants (for the ex-dictator's
retinue still occupled the palace) had,
at Dr. Pacheco's commund, prepared a
guest chamber upstairs and furnished
a night gown of ample propertlons to
cover Mr, Webster's bebandaged but
otherwise naked person. A stretcher
had just arrived, and the wounded wan

Was ubout to be carried upstalre. The

- —

Iate fAinancial backer of the revolution
wis looking very pale and dispirited ;
for once In his life his whimsical, ban-
ering nature was subdued. His eyes
vere closed, and he did not open them
vhen Rieardo entored

“Well, T have Sarros,” the latter de
clured,

Waebster pald not the slightest atten-
to this announcement. Rleardo
wnt over him.  “Jack, old boy," he
querled, *do yon know a person of
feminine persuasion who calls you Ca-
Hph™

John Stuart Webster's
mouth flew wide open. “What the
devil 1" he tried to ronr. “You haven't
heen speaking to her, have you? If
vou have, I'll never forgive you, be-
cauee you've apolled my Hitle surprise
party.”

“No, T haven't heen speaking to her,
but she's In the next room crying Nt
to hreak her heart bechuse she thinks
vou've heen killed.”

*You scoundrel ] Aren't you human?
Go tell her It's only a couple of pune-
tures, not n bhlowout.,” He sighed,
“Isn't It sweet of her to weep over an
old hunks Hke me!™ he added softly.
“Rloxs her tender heart 1"

“Who 1s she?' Rlicardo was very
curlions,

"That's none of your business, You
wilt and 'l tell yon. She's the guest
I told you 1 was going to bring to din-
ner, and that's enouglr for yon to know
for the present. Vayn, you ldlot, and
hring her In here, so 1 ean assure her
my hend 18 bloody but unbowed. Daoe-
tor, throw that rug over my shanks
nud manke me look pretty. 'm golng
to recelyve company,”

His glance, bent stendily on the door,
had In It some of the nlert, bright wist-
fulness frequently to be observed In
the eyes of a terrler standing expec-
tantly before n rat hole, The Instant
the door openmd and Dolores’ tear-
gtnined face appeared, he ealled to her
with the old-time enmarnderie, for he
had erased from his mind, for the
nonce, the memory of the tragedy of
poor Don Juan Cafetere nnd was con-
cerned solely with the tusk of bhanish-
Ing the tenars from those brown eyes
and bringing the joy of life back to
tlmt sweet face,

“Hello, Seeress,” he ealled weakly.
“Little Johnny's heen fightlng again,
afld the bad boys gave him an all-fired
walloping.”

There wns a swift rustle of skirts,
and she was hending over him, her hot
l%le palms elasping eagerly his pale,
rough ch®eks, “Oh, my dear, my
dear!" she whispered, and then her
volee choked with the happy tears and
she was sobbing on his wounded shonl-
der. Rleardo stooped to draw  her
awny, hut Johin Stuart Bbent upon him
a look of such frightfulness that he
drew hack abashed. After all, the past
24 hours had been quite exelting, and
Ricardo reflected that John's Innmorn-
ta was tired and frightened and prob-
ably hadn't enten unything all day
long, so there was ample excuse for
her hysteria,

“Come, come, buck up,” Waebster
soothed her, and helped himself to a
long whiff of her fragrant hale, *Ol0
man Webster had one leg in the grave,
but they've pulled It out again.”

Still she sobbed.

“Now, listen to me, lady,” he com-
manded with mock severity, “You
Just wtop that, You're wasting vour
sympathy; and while, of course, I en-
Joy your sympathy a heap, Just pause
to reflect on the result If those snit
tears should happen te drop Into one
of my numerous wounds.”

“I'm 8o sorry for you, Callph” she
murmured brokenly. “Yon poor, harm-
less hoy! T don't see how any one
could be so flendish as to hurt you
when you were go distinetly a non-com-
batant."

“T'hank you. Let us forget The
Hague conference for the present, how-
ever. Ilave you met your brother?”
he whispered.

“No, Callph.”

“Ricardo.”

“Yes, Jack"™

“Come here, Rick, you scheming,
unserupulous, hlood-thirsty adventurer,
I have a tremendous surprise in store
for you, The sweetest girl In the world

and she's right here—*"

Ricardo laughlngly held up his hand,
“Jack, my friend," he (nterrupted,
“you're too wenk to mnke a speech
Don't do It. Besides, you do not have
to.” He turned and howed gracefully
to Dolares. "I ean see for mysoelf she's
the swestest girl In the world, and that
she's right here.” He held out ks
hand to her. “Jaeck thinks he's golng
to spring a surprise,” he continued ma
Helously, “qulte forgetting that a gond
foldier never permits himself to bhe
tnken by surprise, 1 know all nhout
his little secret, because I heard you
mourning for him when you thought he
wns dend.” Rleardo favored her with
a knowing wink. *I nm dellghted to
moet the future Mrs, Webster, 1 quite
onderstand why you fell In love with
him, hecause, you see, I love him my-
self and so does everybody else”

With typleal Castllian courtliness he
took her hand, bowed low over It, nnd
kissed It I am Rienrdo Lulz “l‘llly_"
he sald, anxious to spare his relend the
task of further exhousting converss-
tlon. “And you are- a

“You're n consummate fackassl”
gronned Webster. “I'm only n dear old
family friend, and Dolores Is golng to

tion

eyer and

marry Bllly Geary., You lmpetuous
idiot! She's your own sikter, Dolores
Ruey. She, Mark Twaln, nnd 1 have

ample cause for common complaint
ngrinst the world hecause the reports
of our death have heen grossly exng
gerated, She dldn't perlsh when your
father's administration ermyumblesd. Miss
Ruey, this I your brother, Ricardo
Kiss Ler you dumn' fool—forglve me,
Miss Ruey—oh, Lord, nothing matters
wny more. IHe's pummed
up and ralned my party.
dead.”

Rieardo mtared from the outraged
Webster to his sisier wod hack again,

evervihing
I wish | were

[

*Jack Webater,”™ he decinred, “yov |
aren't erazy, are yout™
“Of eourse, he I the old dear” Do

lores erled happlly, “but I'm not.” She
etepped up to her brother, and hes
arms went around his peck, Ok
Rick,” she cried, "I'm your slster, Tre
Iy, I am.™

“Doleres. My lttle lost sister, Dee

lores? Why, 1 can't belleve 1t1®

“Well, you'd better believe " Johm
Stunrt Webster growled feebly., ‘8
course, you can doubt my word and
get away with it, now that I'm flat ow
my back, but If yon dare cast asper
slons on that girl's veraneclty, I'll mue
der you a month from now."”

e closed his eyes, fecllng insfime
tively that he ought not spy on such @
sacred family scene, When, howeyee,
the affecting meeting wns over and Do
lores was ruffiing the Webhsterinn fore
top while her brother pressed the Wek
gterinn hand and tried to say all the
things he felt, but couldn't express
John Stunrt Webster brought them
both back to a realization of present
conditions,

“Don’t thank me, sir” he piped in
pathetic lmitation of the small boy of
melodruma. "1 have only done e
duty, and for that 1 convot accept thig
purse of gold, even though my fathey
and mother are starving.”

“Oh, Caliph, do be serious,” Dolares
pleaded,

He looked up at her fondly, “Tnke
yvour hrother ont to Mother Jenks and
prove your cnse, Miss Ruey,” he ade
vised her, “"And while you're at It
I certainly hope somebody will remenmns
ber I'm not acenstomed to reposing en
a center tnble, Rick, If you can per
sunde some cltizen to put me to bed,
I'd he obliged., I'm dead tired, old
horse,  I'm—ph—sloepy—"

Hix head rolled weakly to one slde,
for he had been playing a part and
had nerved himself to finlsh It grace |
fully, even In his wenkened conditlon
He  sighed, moaned  slightly, an |
slipped Into unconsclousness,

CHAPTER XVIL.

Throughout the night there was spe
radic firing here and there In the city,
08 the Ruey followers relentlossly
hunted down the isolnted Wetnchment
of government troops which had es
caped annihilation and eapture in the
final ront and fallen back on the ecity,
where, concenling themselves saccord
Ing to their nature and inclinatios,
they Indulged In more or less sniping
from windows and the roofs of bulld
Ings. The practice of taking no pris
oners was an old one In Sobrante, and
few presidents had done more thag
Enrros to keep that cuatom allve; em
go, firm In the convietion that to suer
render was tantamount to faclng a Ar
Ing sqund at daylight, the majority ot
these stragglers, with consummate |
courage, fought to the death,

The eapture of BFwenaventura was |
nlone sufficient to Insure n brief revo
lution, but the capture of Sarros was
ample guirantes that the resistance to
the new order of things was alrendy |
ut an end. However, Rieardo Ruey
felt that the prompt executlon of Sar-
ros would he an added gunrantee of
peace by effectually discouraging any
oppositlon te the rebel cnuse In the
ontlying distriets, where a few 1solnted
garrisong still remained In Ignorance oy
the momentous events helng enncted In
the capital. For the time helng, Ricar
do was master of life and death in So-
brante, and all of his advisers and sup-
porter agreed with him that a so-
called trinl of the ex-dletator would ba |
n rother useless affalr. His life war
forfelt a hundred tlmes for murder and
trenson, and to he ponderous over his
ellminntion would savor of mockery.
Aecordingly, nt midnlght, a priest en-
tgged the room In the arsennl where
Sarros was confined, nnd shrived him.
Throughont the night the priest re. |
malned with him, and when that ear-
Iy morning march to the cemetery
commenced, he walked heslde Sarros
repenting the prayers for the dying.

Upon renching the cemetery there
was n slight walt untll a earriage
drove up and discharged Rleardo Ruey
nnd Mother Jenks, The sergeant In
command of the squad saluted and wos
briefly  ordered to proceed with the
marter In hand; wherapon he turped
to Sarros, who with the customary
sang froid of his kind upon guch oce-
caslong wns  onlmly  wmoking, and
howed deprecntingly,  Sarvos netunlly
smiled upon him. “Adios, amigos," he
murmured, ‘Then, us an afterthought
and prabably beeanse he was sufMelent
of nn egolst to deglee to appenr n mar-
tyr, he ndded herolenally: 1 die for
my country. Muay God have mercy on

my enemies"
(TO BE CONTINITED.)
“Have a Toothi"

In the Fill islands a pollghed tvory
tamhu, or whole's teoth Is p svmhbol of
chipftalnslilp, and exiremely valunble,
a8 any redquest backed by an exhible
tlon of a tambn I8 theoretienlly
bound to be granted. Thus, If o Filian
hendman wishes to marry a nelghhor-
Ing chiefs daughter, he sends a1 mes
genger first with the preclous tambu,
supposing him to poxsess ane, Nelthep
the girl nor her futher has then any
further cholee In the matter, The
wedding haw got te be, These ohe
Jects, ns may well be Imngined, are
Jealously guarded by thelr fortunnte
possesgars ;. mod any Flllan, If well
enough off, will purchase one from a
forelgner for a large sum, The na-
tives never, or at least very rarely,
enn be induced to sell thelr tnmbua
Tactful district fre.
quently follow the Fljlan custom, and
when asking for hospitality on thetr
in the Interlor, wend & whale's
tooth with thelr messenger.

commissioners

tours

The Time.
“Is 1t admissible at any time for
n omun fo pay attentions to & married
omnn?'
“Certnlnly, If she s his wife”

SPOKE ‘OUT LOUD’
Presidential Language Emphatio
in the Extreme.

Under the Circumatances, However, It
Will Be Understood, Not Intended
for Publication,

Cleveland was not & master of
scholarly eloquence, like Wllson, or of
vigorous eplgrim, ke Roosovelt; yet
on oceasion he could be fluent and on
vecension witty,  Of the two anecdoles
thut follow the first shows his fluency,
the second bis wit,

Mr. Jefferson Winter, nnmesake of
the famous actor, Joseph Jelferson,
who was Cleveland's intlmate rriend

and fellow angler, tells the first story
—~iray Gables, the Cleveland home,
und Crow's nest, the home of the Jef.
fersons, were not far apart, While Mr
Winter was visiting at Crow's Nest
the men went fishing.

Toward sundown, he says, we wenl
from the buss grounds where we hnd
been flshing to a little lnke hidden o
wols, owned by Jefferson and stocked

by him with trout.  There we wera
Jolned by John G, Carliste, Cleve
land’s socreinry of the treasury ; tall

lank, palefoced, saturnine, garbed In
binek, wenaring a “plug hat" and en-
ergetically chewing tobacco—the very
pleture of an olid-time country lnwyer,
Clevelnnd amd Jefferson put out upon
the lnke In oo small boat, while Mr,
Carllsle and I romalned on the bank,

Cleveland, as s well known, was an
Immense bulk of o man—a sort of
colog=al Cap'n Cuottle, he appeared to
me. He and Jefforson stoawd In the
bont, almost baek to bnek, and while
both were ensting at the snme mo-
ment  they came vielently Into  col
Hston, stern on,  The result was that
Jefferson plunged overboard on  one
side, nod Cleveland, making o valn ef.
fort to selze and save b, lost his
own balnnee and toppled over on the
other. 1 have heard some streikingly
odiglnnl, graphle amd vigorous lan
gunge first and last; but T have nover
heard anything to equal the lmpromp:
tu dialogue between those two really
affectionnte cronles, clinglng to oppe
site sldes of the halfsubmerged fnt-
bont,

Carlisle observed the aquotle dispss
ter with exemplury entim and Hatened
to the Interlocution with nttentive and
manifest admdration,  ‘Then he turned
a twinkling eye upon me and blandly
remarked : “Most eloguent, but wholly
{dle 1"

So much for Cleveland's fluency ,
now for his wit.,  Not eloguent, but by
to means ldle, was Clevelnnd's brief

answer o on telegram that ho  re
celved while visiting at Urow's Nesi
during the fight for the Democratio
nomination In 1802,

It was from a senator, himself an
asplrant for the presidency, who hoad

the polltieal andneity, not to spenk
of  persounl  Impertinence, to  teles
graph to the leading candidate: “The

time has now come for you, In the in.
terest of your party, to withdraw from
this contest,”  Cleveland showed the
message to his host,

“What answer shall you make?" Jef.
ferson nsked,

Without a word Cleveland took the
telegraph  blank, toarned It over and
wroth the reply on the back und bhee
fore glving It to the walting messenger
handed It again to JefMerson.  ‘Thia
wis his message ;

“Somebody has been tnking an un-
pardenable Hberty with your nanwe,
G, Cleveloand,™

It was the neatest of rebukes, nnd
the  most  lhmpossible  to resent,—
Youth's Compunlon,

No Cherries Without Birds.

or there wouldn't he any
cherrles If there were no somy birds,
The bird puts the cherries on the tree,
why shouldn't he ent hls own cherry?
The farmer only holds & second morts
gnge on that cherry, He may think
otherwlse and kill the bird; then the
bird won't get the chivrey and nelther
will the furmer,  The worm will get
the cherey; the aphis, the slug, the
mite, the blight, will get the cherry,
and the furmer's second mortgage will,
nccording to Jolin Buarroughs, sheink
to nothing

CONrse,

wiere the
which

I other words, milons
of bushels of Ihie
birds consume for food o one senson
relensed, the forests und “rop g waoni i)
be presently wiped out, and with them
the e of 1he Sun Franelseg
Chironlele,

hngs RO §

poeople

Advance Guard of Tremaors.,

In the theory that the movements of
the earth’s erust constituring an earth
fquake bhegin on n very smull senle, 1o
be tollowed liter by the grealer ol
Justments that do the damnge, Orliy
L. Kennedy of San Bernnrdino, O,
belleves that he ean glve earthqunke
waurnings by observing the crncks In
Inyers of cement, put down In certain

California  tHsiriets. it I8 nsserted
that in this way Mr., Keunedy pre.
ieted the guake that destroved puart
of Hemet and San Jucloto, Cal., Some
thlng more than & year ago. He Is
now planning 1o construct a  ribhon
of cement about s foot thick and
Loix)  feet long for laboratory pur
froses
Incidental Discussions,

Mirnm," sald Mrs, Corntossel, “yoy
don't toke ax ol Interest o polities
ws vour Al Tast sumnwer.™

L W I de” veplicd heor hosband,

‘But the new hired man s such a m
talker Pm dfrald 1o say anvihing that
might stnrt him for fear he'tl demand
tue sulury of o lecturer.”




